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REV.   DR.   BACON'S   ADDRESS 


AT     THE 


FUNERAL  OF  MRS.  THOMPSON. 


DELIVERED     AT 


Cljt  Cntornnrk,  3nti,  29. 


MES.  LUCY  OLIYIA  THOilPSOK, 

Wife  of  Rev.  Joseph  P.  Thompson,  died  in  New  York  on  the 
morning  of  Tuesday,  January  27th,  1852.  The  following  obit- 
uary notice  from  the  pen  of  Rev.  Joshua  Leavitt,  appeared 
in  The  Independent^  of  January  29th  : 

Mrs.  Lucy  Olivia  Thompson,  eldest  daughter  of  James  Bart- 
lett,  Esq.,  of  Portsmouth,  N.  H., would  have  finished  her  thirty- 
fourth  year  had  she  lived  till  the  22d  of  February  next — Wash- 
ington's birth-day.  Her  sound  and  well-balanced  mind  was 
improved  by  a  good  education  in  her  early  years,  and  enriched 
and  polished  through  life  by  association  with  the  wise  and 
good  who  were  ever  attracted  by  the  truly  Scriptural  hospitality 
of  her  house.  Her  manners  bore  the  impress  of  frankness,  sin- 
cerity and  delicacy,  which  gave  the  charm  of  refined  purity  to 
the  atmosphere  around  her.  The  law  of  kindness  governed 
her  lips.  As  the  oldest  daughter  of  a  large  family  of  children, 
she  learned  at  home  the  lessons  of  afiectionate  and  self-denying 
devotion  to  the  good  of  others  which  she  practiced  towards  all 
who  came  within  her  sphere.  As  a  pastors  wife,  she  exerted 
the  happiest  influence  on  all  the  interests  of  the  Church.  Her 
unstudied  politeness,  her  unafiected  modesty  and  kindness,  her 
cheerful  and  graceful  piety,  made  her  an  ornament  and  delight 
to  every  circle.  Could  we  disclose  the  sorrows  of  the  bereaved 
husband,  and  portray  to  the  four  motherless  children  the  extent 
of  the  loss  they  are  too  young  to  realize,  we  could  complete  a 
picture  of  one  of  the  excellent  women  whose  early  removal 
makes  the  world  sadder  and  ought  to  make  the  survivors 
better. 

She  made  a  profession  of  religion  in  her  native  town  at  the 
age  of  fifteen ;  and  though  of  a  very  retiring  disposition,  and 
always  reserved  in  regard  to  her  own  religious  experience,  she 
fully  committed  herself  to  the  service  of  Christ  in  every  proper 
field  of  female  duty.  The  female  prayer-meeting,  the  sewing 
circle,  the  Sabbath-school,  the  choir  in  her  native  place,  are 
witnesses  of  her  fidelity.  In  1841  she  became  the  wife  of  Rev. 
Joseph  P.  Thompson,  and  ever  adorned  and  blessed  her 
station. 


During  a  sickness  protracted  through  nearly  eighteen  tedious 
months,  she  bore  her  trials  with  humble  resignation.  And  when 
the  close  of  life  came,  at  midnight  on  Monday,  she  gently  ceased 
to  breathe,  without  a  sigh  or  groan,  or  the  ruffling  of  a  single 
feature  of  her  countenance. 


The  obsequies  took  place  at  the  Broadway  Tabernacle  on 
Thursday,  Jan.  29th.  After  devotional  services  at  her  late  res- 
idence, conducted  by  Rev.  George  B.  Cheever,  D.D.,  pastor  of 
the  Church  of  the  Puritans,  the  remains  were  borne  to  the  Tab- 
ernacle, at  12  M.  Here  the  exquisite  funereal  composition  in  the 
Psalmista.,  from  the  pen  of  Mr.  Thomas  Hastings, — "  She  has 
gone  to  her  grave  in  peace,"^ — was  performed  by  the  Choir  in  a 
solemn  and  appropriate  manner ;  after  which  selected  passages 
of  Scripture  were  read  by  Rev.  R.  S.  Storrs,  Jr.,  pastor  of  the 
Church  of  the  Pilgrims,  Brooklyn.  The  following  hymn,  adapt- 
ed to  the  occasion  by  Mr.  William  B.  Bradbury,  was  then 
sung  by  the  choir. 


THE  CHOIR  OF  THE  TABEENACLE  TO  THEIE  PASTOE. 

January  29,  1852. 

Earth's  shadowy  years  will  soon  be  o'er — 

Heaven's  blissful  morn  arise, 
And  sorrow's  night  will  then  no  more 

O'ercloud  thy  weeping  eyes  ; 
Then  will  the  Lord  of  life  and  love 

Unveil  his  beaming  face, 
And  never  from  thy  sight  remove 

The  bright  celestial  rays. 

The  precious  jewels*  Jesus  sent 

To  be  thy  solace  here, 
Were  only  for  a  season  lent — 

They  're  shining  brighter  there ; 
And  thou  shalt  soon  their  lovely  forms 

In  gloriou.s  robes  behold, 
Shalt  join  with  them  in  angels'  songs, 

With  harps  of  shining  gold. 

*  Mr.  T.  had  lost  an  infant  son  about  six  weeks  previous 


In  that  blest  place,  no  lov'cl  ones  part- 
No  mourning  there,  no  sighs  ; 

For  God  himself  will  gently  wipe 
All  sorrow  from  their  eyes. 

There  everlasting  peace  and  joy, 
And  transport  shall  be  thine, 

Praise  shall  thy  utmost  powers  employ 
In  melody  divine"! 


An  Address  was  then  delivered  by  Rev.  Leonard  Bacon,  D.D., 
of  New  Haven,  Conn.,  long  an  intimate  friend  of  the  deceased 
and  her  husband,  and  often  a  visitor  at  their  home. 


ALONE,  YET  NOT  ALONE. 


The  presence  of  death  makes  us  conscious  of  the  presence  of 
things  unseen  and  eternal.  Thus  it  is  that  the  dwelling  which 
death  has  darkened  with  the  gloom  of  grief,  becomes  a  sacred 
place,  a  place  which  none  can  enter  vdthout  awe.  God  is  there  • 
the  opening  of  eternity  is  there ;  the  august  relations  of  the 
mortal  to  the  immortal  and  of  the  seen  to  the  unseen,  have 
there  become  palpable.  If  death  has  been  vanquished — if  the 
clay- cold  sleeper  sleeps  in  Jesus — the  gloom  is  broken  by  the 
presence  of  the  vanquisher  who  hath  brought  life  and  immor- 
tality to  hght.  There  is  the  Savior — there  the  Comforter — there 
the  gate  of  heaven.  There  the  grand  revelations  of  the  Gospel, 
the  exceeding  great  and  precious  promises,  the  objects  of  faith, 
the  support  and  strength  of  hope,  the  springs  of  an  etherial  and 
immortal  gladness, — press  on  the  awakened  consciousness,  as 
present  and  palpable  realities.  Beams  from  the  upper  glory 
penetrate  the  gloom.  The  presence  of  death  wakens  the  sur- 
vivors to  new  experiences  of  the  riches  of  God's  grace  and  .of 
the  sweetness  of  his  consolations.  From  the  shadow  thrown 
over  them  by  the  wings  of  the  angel  of  death,  they  look  up 
with  a  new  reach  and  a  new  clearness  of  spiritual  vision. 

"  So  darkness  shows  us  worlds  of  light 
We  never  saw  by  day." 

Ts  it  not  thus  with  the  darkened  dwelling  from  which  these 

1* 
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precious  relics  have  been  borne  on  their  way  to  the  tomb  1 
Death  hath  been  there,  but  there  hath  been  the  victory  over 
death.  Through  long  and  weary  months  the  sufferer  waited, 
in  the  habitual  expectation  of  an  early  death  ;  and  only  doubt- 
ing how  soon  the  final  blow  might  fall.  Through  all  the  tan- 
talizing alternations  of  disease, 

''  While  death  his  dart 
Shook,  but  delayed  to  strike," 

she  waited,  humble,  confident,  unwavering,  with  a  composure 
that  never  knew  a  fear.  And  when  the  moment  of  disso- 
lution had  come,  though  to  her  it  was  sudden,  she  was  ready. 
With  no  ecstasy,  with  no  demonstration  of  triumph,  but  quietly, 
confidingly,  with  sweet  serenity,  she  ceased  to  breathe,  and 
death  was  vanquished — life  had  "lapsed  in  immortality." 
Darkness  is  in  that  happy  home.  She  whose  presence  there  was 
like  the  light,  is  there  no  more.  But  God  is  there  with  the 
boundless  mercies  of  his  covenant ;  his  word  is  there  with  all 
its  wealth  of  promises  ;  the  living  Redeemer  is  there  with  the 
testimony  "Because  I  live  ye  shall  live  also 3"  the  blessed  Com- 
forter is  there ;  the  triumphant  remembrance  of  victory  over 
death  is  there ;  and  hopes  are  there  that  take  hold  upon  the  in- 
visible and  the  infinite  with  a  firmer  grasp  for  all  the  tremb- 
ling and  the  sadness  of  this  day  of  gloom. 

I  need  not  speak  to  invoke  your  sympathy  with  the  be- 
reaved, or  to  ask  your  prayers  for  them.  A  daughter,  the  pride 
and  joy  of  parents  over  whom  the  shadows  of  life's  evening 
are  darkening,  lies  before  you.  A  sister,  than  whom  none  could 
be  more  tenderly  beloved,  is  snatched  from  the  dear  companions 
of  her  childhood,  and  there  lies  all  of  her  that  could  perish.  A 
mother  has  passed  away  from  the  loving  eyes  and  the  climbing 
embraces  of  these  little  children  ;  and  there,  cold  and  sense- 
less, is  the  form  which  in  years  to  come  will  glimmer  like  some 
half-seen  heavenly  shape  among  the  most  sacred  remembrances 
of  their  earliest  childhood.  And  here  our  brother,  your  pastor 
is  bpfore  you,  a  widowed  father  with  his  motherless  children. 
The  wife  of  his  youth,  whose  loveliness  and  gentleness,  whose  in- 
telligence and  refinement,  whose  diligence  and  fidelity  in  every 
^uty  made  his  home  like  a  paradise,  on  whose  instinctive  wis- 
dom he  leaned  for  counsel  and  guidance  such  as  no  other  friend 
could  give  him,  and  whose  humble,  constant,  simple,  fervent 
faith  helped  him  continually  in  his  work  for  God  and  in  his 


progress  toward  the  heavenly  rest, — has  left  him  ; — and  there, 
in  the  coffin,  is  all  that  remains  on  earth,  all  that  time  could 
dim,  all  that  death  could  destroy  of  her  young  beauty.  He 
may  yet  see  many  prosperous  days ;  again  the  candle  of  the 
Lord  may  shine  upon  his  dwelling  •  these  little  ones  may  grow 
up  to  be  the  solace  and  the  gladness  of  years  that  seem  to  him, 
to  day,  too  distant  to  be  hoped  for  ]  his  activity  in  the  work  of 
Christ  and  in  the  service  of  the  Church  may  yet  be  full  of  cheer- 
fulness, and  may  bring  with  it,  as  heretofore,  its  own  reward  ] 
but  the  saddening  though  softened  remembrance  of  the  sorrow 
that  has-  now  darkened  his  home,  will  never  cease  to  attend 
him ;  and  even  the  latest  year  of  his  life  will  perform  its  circle 
within  the  penumbra  of  this  great  eclipse. 

How  intense  the  feeling  of  loneliness  which  oppresses  the 
heart  under  such  a  bereavement !  More  than  ten  bright  years 
have  glided  away  in  that  dear  companionship.  Every  burthen 
that  he  has  borne,  every  plan  and  purpose  of  his,  every  hope 
that  has  stimulated  his  labors,  every  joy  that  has  quickened 
the  pulses  of  his  heart,  every  grief  that  has  opened  the  foun- 
tain of  his  heart,  has  been  shared  with  her  from  whom  death  has 
now  parted  him.  Half  of  himself  has  gone.  Half  of  the  arch 
that  bore  up  his  life  has  fallen.  Never  before  was  he  conscious 
of  such  lonehness.  But  even  such  loneliness  may  bring  with 
it  a  new  experience  of  brotherhood  with  Christ.  He  too,  who  is 
in  the  midst  of  the  throne,  and  who  yet  can  be  touched  with  the 
feeling  of  our  infirmities,  was  once  alone,  and  to-day  his  voice 
comes  to  us,  floating  over  the  ages,  from  the  night  in  which 
he  was  betrayed,  "  Alone — and  yet  I  am  not  alone,  because 
the  Father  is  with  me."     (John  svi.  32.) 

None  of  us  are  called  to  a  trial  so  severe  as  that  through 
which  our  forerunner  was  then  passing.  Yet  it  was  a  human 
grief  which  he  suffered  when  he  was  left  alone,  a  grief  uncom- 
mon only  in  its  degree.  From  us  our  friends  are  separated. 
Sometimes  they  fail  us  in  our  need;  and  those  who  were  once 
so  dear  become  estranged  and  hostile.  Sometimes  the  changes 
of  condition  and  employment  remove  them  far  away ;  and 
rivers,  mountains,  oceans,  or  the  ear.th's  diameter  divides  them 
from  us.  And  oh  how  often  does  death  tear  asunder  hearts 
that  grew  together  as  if  they  were  one  and  had  one  life,  and 
then  how  keen  to  nature  is  the  sense  of  loneliness  ! 


"  Friend  after  friend  departs, 
Who  hath  not  lost  a  friend  1 
There  is  no  union  here  of  hearts, 
That  finds  not  here  an  end." 

To  the  Sa-vior,  when  every  human  friend  was  gone,  one  friend 
remained.  "  Ye  shall  be  scattered  and  shall  leave  me  alone ; 
and  yet  I  am  not  alone,  because  the  Father  is  with  me."  The 
same  consolation  every  believer  may  have  when  friends  depart 
and  leave  him  to  the  sad  sense  of  loneliness.  He  too,  like  his 
Savior,  and  in  the  spirit  of  his  Savior,  may  say,  "  I  am  not 
alone,  because  the  Father  is  with  me." 

Let  us  follow  him  in  his  meditations  under  such  a  calamity. 
Let  us  attempt  to  see  what  comfort  and  strength  he  can  find 
in  God's  presence  and  company  when  human  friends  depart, 
whether  alienated  by  some  misunderstanding,  or  removed  in  the 
changes  of  Providence  to  some  far-distant  place,  or  carried 
away  by  death.  The  friends  to  whom  he  gave  his  love  and 
trust  and  on  whom  he  leaned  with  an  unwavering  sense  of 
safety,  are  gone ;  and  whither  can  he  turn  under  that  paralyz- 
ing sense  of  loneliness  1  Whither  but  to  God  1  The  Father  is 
with  him.  '  God  is  with  me,'  he  may  say,  '  in  his  relation  to 
me  as  a  Father.  It  is  not  simply  the  Omnipresence  of  God, 
but  the  presence  of  a  father,  that  remains  to  me  when  human 
friends  depart.  I  am  in  his  family.  I  am  under  his  eye.  His 
care  is  over  me.  His  love  surrounds  me.  When  I  awake,  I  am 
still  with  him.  The  Father  is  with  me — my  Father,  and  my 
God.' 

The  believer  may  say  too,  '  The  Father  is  with  me  to  do  me 
good.  His  love,  his  care  for  me,  cannot  be  inefficient.  His 
wisdom  appoints  all  my  changes  and  trials;  and  whatever 
he  appoints,  his  grace  shall  be  sufficient  for  me.  He  will  with- 
hold from  me  no  good  thing — nothing  that  is  really  necessary 
to  my  welfare ;  nay  he  will  cause  all  things  to  work  together 
for  good  to  me.  He  by  his  Spirit  teaches  me — guides  me — com- 
forts me — strengthens  me ;  and  he  will  never  leave  me,  nor  for- 
sake me. 

'  The  Father  is  with  me  too,'  the  believer  may  say,  as  the  pre- 
sent object  of  my  thoughts,  nfij  affections,  and  my  addresses.  T  speak 
to  him,  and  he  hears  me,  and  answers  me  too.  I  think  of  him 
in  the  consciousness  that  he  is  here.  I  love  him,  and  I  praise 
him,  not  as  an  absent  friend,  but  as  one  who  is  with  me,  and 
whose  willing  ear  listens  to  each  stammering,  lisping  expres- 


sion  of  my  unworthy  thankfulness.  I  pour  into  his  fatherly 
bosom  my  cares,  my  fears,  my  burthens,  my  sorrows,  my  hopes, 
my  joys.  I  have  no  journey  to  perform  before  I  reach  his  pre- 
sence ;  I  am  dependent  on  no  messenger,  not  even  on  the  swift 
lightning,  to  bear  my  communication ;  here  he  is,  and  I  may 
commune  with  him  continually.'  God  is  indeed  present  every- 
where, but  the  believer  only  can  say,  '  The  Father  is  v/ith  me.' 

Let  us  then  follow  a  little  farther  the  meditations  of  the  be- 
liever under  that  sense  of  loneliness  which  nature  feels  when 
friends  depart.  '  Alone  !'  he  says,  '  has  that  friend  gone  indeed, 
and  left  me  alone,  in  a  world  of  sorrow  1  Alone  !  has  the  breath 
of  calumny  blown  away  from  me  those  in  whom  1  trusted  1 
Alone  !  have  those  whom  I  counted  my  friends  betrayed  me  and 
forsaken  me  1  Alone  ! — no,  I  am  not  alone !  How  can  I 
deem  myself  alone  when  God  is  at  my  right  hand ?  "If  God 
is  nothing  to  me,  then  I  am  an  atheist.  If  God  is  God  to  me — 
my  Father  and  my  God— then  he  is  all  in  all  to  me,"*  and  how 
can  I — while  his  presence  remains — how  can  I  deem  myself 
alone  ? 

'  I  am  not  alone ;  because  he  is  with  me  to  whom  I  belong 
in  the  nearest  of  all  relations,  to  whom  I  am  bound  by  the  strong- 
est and  holiest  of  all  ties,  to  whom  I  am  devoted  absolutely  and 
forever.  The  friends  that  were  once  mine  and  now  are  mine 
no  more,  were  indeed  near  to  me :  and  how  sweet  was  it  to 
take  counsel  with  them,  and  to  give  them  my  full  confidence  as 
if  their  hearts  and  mine  could  not  be  parted.  But  God  the 
father  of  my  spirit  and  the  father  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
is  nearer  to  me  than  ever  they  were,  and  is  bound  to  me,  and  I 
am  bound  to  him,  by  higher,  holier,  stronger  ties  than  those 
of  any  human  relation.  I  am  his,  willingly  his,  his  by  a  volun- 
tary covenant,  and  he  is  mine.  I  have  chosen  him  to  be  my 
God,  my  friend,  my  refuge,  my  portion,  my  all.  Without  him 
I  am  nothing,  empty,  lost,  wrecked,  a  miserable  castaway  from 
all  the  light  and  life  and  bliss  for  which  I  was  created.  But 
with  him,  in  the  relation  for  which  he  made  me,  and  into  which 
his  grace  has  called  me  from  the  apostasy,  I  am  his — his  min- 
istering spirit— his  child — ^his  heir — a  partaker  of  his  nature. 
And  can  I  be  alone — can  I  be  oppressed  with  the  sense  of  lone- 
liness, when  he  is  with  me '? 

*  Baxter's  Treatise  on  "Converse  with  God  in  Solitude" — to  which 
the  reader  is  referred  for  an  ample  and  exquisite  representation  of  the  sub- 
ject. 
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'  I  am  not  alone,  because  lie  is  with  me  wlio  loves  me  better, 
•with  a  purer,  deeper,  and  far  more  unchanging  love  than  any 
other  friend.  Those  friends,  as  I  called  them,  whose  love  could 
be  so  easily  extinguished — those  friends,  as  they  appeared  to  be, 
who  in  my  adversity  forsook  me — 0,  their  love  was  not  like  the 
love  with  which  the  Father  has  loved  me.  The  friend  who 
loved  me  so  well,  so  tenderly,  so  constantly,  so  patiently,  so 
faithfully,  until  death,  and  whose  affection  looked  upon  me  so 
kindly,  even  from  the  glazed  and  dying  eye, — what  was  the 
love  of  such  a  friend,  compared  with  the  love  of  God  my  Father  1: 
Only  as  the  symbol  to  the  reality  which  it  shadows  forth — only 
as  a  faint,  reflected  sunbeam  to  the  glorious  fountain  from  which 
it  flowed.  The  love  of  other  friends,  even  the  best  and  truest,  is 
finite,  for  it  is  human,  and  transient,  for  it  is  mortal;  but  his 
love  is  boundless,  fathomless,  eternal.  His  love  was  fixed  upon 
me  before  the  worlds  were  launched  upon  their  orbits.  His 
love  stoops  from  heaven  to  my  insignificance,  to  my  weakness, 
to  my  unworthiness  and  unthankfulness.  His  love  will  enfold 
me  forever,  when  earth  and  skies  shall  be  no  more.  His  love — 
all  other  love  is  only  its  faint  emblem.  God  is  love;  and  who, 
by  searching,  can  find  out  God  1  Shall  I  complain  then,  shall  I 
despond  and  yield  to  the  sense  of  loneliness,  when  I  am  still  in  the 
presence  of  God's  love  1  Oh  no !  I  am  not  alone  because  the 
Father  is  with  me. 

'  I  am  not  alone,  because  he  is  with  me  whose  love  is  worth 
more  to  me  than  the  love  of  all  other  friends.  The  love  of 
friends,  who  are  friends  in  truth,  is  indeed  the  richest  of  earthly 
treasures.  Friends  share  our  sorrows,  and  help  us  with  our 
burthens.  Their  participation  heightens  our  enjoyments,  and 
our  hopes  are  the  brighter  because  our  hopes  are  theirs.  They 
minister  to  our  wants  in  sickness  and  in  health,  and  love  makes 
all  their  ministrations  doubly  precious.  They  that  are  friends 
indeed — they,  the  true-hearted,  stand  by  us  when  false  friends 
forsake  us,  and  when  the  treacherous  and  the  weak  join  with  the 
malignant  to  cast  us  down.  But  how  impotent  is  human  friend- 
ship, in  comparison  with  the  friendship  of  God.  Behold  what 
manner  of  love  the  Father  hath  bestowed  upon  us !  God's  love 
— from  that  comes  every  good.  His  love — I  see  it  everywhere, 
swaying  the  scepter  of  Omnipotence.  His  love — it  raises  me 
from  my  lost  estate  :  it  cleanses  me  with  atoning  blood ;  it 
breathes  into  my  ruined  soul  a  new  and  heavenly  life  ;  it  keeps 
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me,  holds  me,  guides  me,  fills  my  heart  with  peace  and  joy_; 
and  it  will  raise  me  to  immortal  glory.  How  can  I  be  alone 
when  God  in  all  the  power  of  his  lore  is  with  me  ? 

'  I  am  not  alone,  because  he  is  with  me  with  whom  I  have 
to  do  in  the  most  serious  and  weighty  of  all  my  concerns. 
I  am  to  obtain  from  him,  by  constant  intercourse  and  negotia- 
tion, all  that  concerns  the  welfare  of  my  immortal  nature. 
Daily  pardon,  daily  strength,  daily  comforts,  and  daily  progress 
are  to  be  obtained  by  daily  converse  with  him.  Am  I  alone, 
then,  when  I  have  him  to  converse  with  ?  Alone — when  the 
Father  is  with  me  ? 

'  J  am  not  alone,  because  he  is  with  me  vdth  whom  I  am  to 
live  forever,  and  whose  presence  is  heaven.  In  a  little  while,  I 
shall  enjoy  a  communion  and  converse  with  him  far  more  in- 
timate and  perfect  than  I  can  now  conceive.  I  shall  behold 
him,  no  more  through  a  glass  darkly,  but  face  to  face  ;  I  shall 
be  satisfied  with  his  likeness ;  I  shall  be  with  him  where  he  is, 
and  that  will  be  heaven.  There  I  shall  be  forever.  With  this 
expectation  before  me,  and  knowing  that  the  same  God,  whose 
presence  is  the  eternal  joy  of  angels,  and  of  the  spirits  of  the  just 
made  perfect,  is  with  me  now  as  my  best  friend,  shall  I  com- 
plain that  I  am  left  alone  when  human  friendships  are  dis- 
solved, and  mortal  friends  depart  T  No,  keen  as  is  that  natural 
sense  of  loneliness,  empty  and  desolate  as  all  may  seem  to  un- 
belief, I  am  not  alone,  because  the  Father  is  with  me." 

Such  is  the  beKevers  support  and  victory,  under  that  which, 
while  it  is  one  of  the  most  inevitable,  is  also  one  of  the  sorest 
of  human  sorrows.  How  often — in  how  many  emergencies — 
does  human  nature  need  this  consolation !  Alone  ! — alone ! 
Our  nature  in  its  weakness  cannot  stand  alone.  We  must  lean 
upon  something.  We  must  be  supported  by  the  consciousness 
of  sympathy,  of  friendship,  of  strength  and  aid  surrounding  us. 
Solitude — perfect  loneliness,  with  none  to  lean  upon,  or  to  share 
our  thoughts  and  afiectionS;  with  none  to  care  for  us,  and  none 
whom  we  can  love  or  serve — such  loneliness  our  nature  shrinks 
from  as  if  it  were  annihilation.  So,  with  the  same  instinct,  it 
Shrinks  from  every  bereavement.  And  he  who  has  no  friend 
that  sticketh  closer  than  a  brother, — ^no  friend  eternal,  immor- 
tal, and  invisible, — no  Father  who  remains  when  all  other 
friends  fail, — has  no  support,  no  sufficient  refuge  from  the  lone- 
liness which  nature  feels  when  the  ties  of  human  afiection  are 
sundered,  and  the  supports  of  mortal  friendship  fail. 
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"  All  that  we  would  prop, 
Or  would  be  propp'd  with,  falls, — ^when  shall  the  ruin  stop  V 

How  many  confiiets  and  burthens,  with  all  our  instinctive 
yearning  for  aid,  must  we  encounter  alone.  The  friend  who 
was  nearest  to  you,  faints — falls — is  gone;  and  you  are  alone. 
The  partner  of  your  life  is  torn  from  your  side ;  and  you  are 
alone.  The  expected  support  of  your  age,  the  pride  of  your 
paternal  heart,  leaves  you,  and  you  are  alone ;  your  day  declines, 
the  shadows  are  lengthening  and  darkening  around  you  :  and 
you  are  alone.  The  guide  of  your  youth,  perhaps,  just  as  you 
begin  to  feel  how  much  you  need  his  counsels  and  his  aid,  is 
gone ;  and  you  are  alone — alone  amid  the  growing  fascinations 
and  thickening  dangers  of  life.  Oh,  to  have  a  better  friend— 
a  friend  who  will  never  leave  you  nor  forsake  you  !  Oh,  the 
comfort  of  resting  upon  God  in  bereavement,  and  conversing 
with  him  as  friend  and  Father — as  all  in  all  to  you  forever. 
How  is  the  loneliness  of  bereavement  brightened  when  you  can 
say,  "  And  yet  I  am  not  alone,  because  the  Father  is  with  me." 

One  scene  there  is  before  you— inevitable  and  near — through 
which  you  must  pass  with  no  human  companionship.  You  may 
gather  human  friends  around  you  who  shall  share  with  you  all 
the  changes — all  the  cares,  fears,  and  sorrows  of  life  ;  and  when 
one  friend  fails,  others  may  come  to  your  aid,  to  fail  in  their 
turn;  but  you  must  die  alone,  and  you  must  go  to  the  judg- 
ment alone.  But  if  you  are  Christ's,  you  shall  not  be  alone 
even  then.  Yes,  even  then  you  shall  find  how  true  is  that 
testimony  of  his,  "  He  that  loveth  me,  shall  be  loved  of  my 
Father,  and  I  will  love  him,  and  will  manifest  myself  to  him." 
At  the  brink  of  the  dark,  cold  river,  he  will  meet  you;  and 
where  he  is,  the  Father  is  with  him.  As  you  pass  over,  he 
will  be  at  your  side  walking  on  the  billows.  And  when  the 
grandeur  and  the  splendor  of  eternity  shall  break  upon  your 
disembodied  sight,  he  will  "  present  you  faultless  before  the 
presence  of  his  glory  with  exceeding  joy." 


After  the  Address,  prayer  was  offered  by  Rev.  Mr.  Stores,  and 
the  hymn  was  sung  commencing,  "  How  blest  the  righteous 
when  he  dies."  A  large  concourse  of  friends  gathered  around 
the  bier  to  take  a  last  look  at  the  remains,  which  were  then 
borne  to  their  resting-place  in  Greenwood  Cemetery. 


